The Battle of Rivoli
Junot, and that black-haired young sprig, Hippolyte
Charles. Often the sweet eyes gazed out of the coach
window. Often, too, she invited one of her escorts to ride
with her; that is, Junot and particularly Monsieur
Charles. For brother-in-law she showed no such consid-
eration ; all of which may have been partly his fault,
since for a handsome man he looked most forbidding,
most disapproving. . . . But how could he expect lace to
weijgh as heavily as gold?